[The young man wants to speak, but the voice continues.] 


But I will talk no more of this for now, 

For words can form but allegories of the deeper planes, 
And will be misinterpreted too easily; 

You have no choice but to show patience 
Until the day when other languages are spoken 
By your mind, 

And such a day will surely be possessed by you 
If you keep your ember radiant 

Throughout the journey, 

And lead a life of rectitude 

When you reach home. 


I was showing you the border of the universe 
Inhabited by humans; 

The changing, blurry edge 

That marks the ending of the second phase; 
You may rejoice, my son, 

If you accomplish this, 

But with restraint and caution, 

For soon the third phase must commence; 
The third and last before reentry, 

But also the most taxing of them all, 


So when you pass the unseen rim 

And seem to enter utter loneliness, 

Remember how Endeavour carried on, 

And let the compass guide you, 

Ås when you in åa mountain snowstorm cannot see, 
And must rely on the magnetic pole. 

But first, look back and see if you can spot the string 
Which holds the Milky Way, 

Then say good bye, 

For you will never know this universe again, 

Unless an incident like that which brought you here 
Should happen for a second time, 

And that is too unlikely to be worth considering. 
Then, as a final preparation, 

Make a heartfelt prayer 

In order to consolidate your weary mind, 

For if you are not vigilant, 

Then you could very quickly cease to be, 


